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couldn't get her own way she was a devil, not
raging nor crying but her sharp, pale, little face
cold and savage under her red hair. And he
sometimes thought that she hated Sarah, They
didn't forbid Gauntry's to her any more* What
was the use? She would simply go there, and one
day, if they were not careful, she would never
come back, and what a scandal that would be!
Besides, there was no harm in little Gauntry, and
he loved the child like his own daughter.

So David went over all his perplexities, feeling
perhaps, as Sarah did, that changes were coming.
When things were too difficult for him he would
ride over to Worcester's or Qsmas ton's and play
cards all night or get drunk and be carried up
to bed.

Meanwhile he clung to Sarah, his wife, ever
more deeply* She was his real friend, had always
been. He loved Deborah, his daughter^ but in his
heart found her a little dull; he was a little afraid
of Will, who always knew better than he himself
did; Francis, whom he loved best of his children,
was a mystery. So he stayed with Sarah and was
only truly happy when she was by.

In March of the new year they decided that
Judith should pay a visit to the Sunwoods in
Cockermouth* Maybe they would manage hen
Judith was very happy to go. She was very
happy to go, but never dreamt before going that
when she was there she would be so happy to
stay*

She had visited a number of times at the little
house, but had had no notion that it would suit